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flame concealed within my bosom, thou hadst relented after thy reproaches, loved after thy
hatied, and granted after thy refusal. Were I just to mjself, I should save my heart from (the
poin of) becoming like him \\-hoseeketh and findeth not.

This poem contains the following passage:

I invoked the favours of the generous, but succeeded not; yet now, I return thanks for favours
granted though unasked. Strange it is, yet Bonders are not rare, that speedy fa\ours should
find but tardy gratitude.

In one of his pieces, he says:

Stop in the midst of thy hatred and let thy reproaches go no farther; be not like him who,
when raised to power, plays the t\rant, T see }ou justify the falsest lovers, whilst near thce true
love meets its death. If jou followed justice in vour decisions, \\hy do you not still follow the
same path? In former times, men bent the bow to gain a livelihood, and that spear of mine
(my stature tiow bent] was once straight and erect. The greyness which approached my locks
has wronged me not, if it permit that my lot be still (a mistress with] dark (hair) and rosy
Lps (o). A closcfy-guarded maiden of rare beauty and seldom rivalled, chaste and fair as a
statue; for her I burned ^ith a passion which no reproach (of the censorious) could control,
and respecting \\hom I questioned the ruined dwellings in the desert, but obtained no reply.
Ask T\hat are the feelings of her lover; his tears will give thee the surest information! but ask
not whither roams his heart. For a time, it enabled me to endure my pains with patience, but
it departed from me on the day in which the tribe (of iuy Moved) departed from the plain in
which they fed their Docks. (That was] a departure which deprived me of consolation; and
ever since, my patience journeyed towards the province of Najd, whilst I myself advanced into
that of Tihama (G). (Therein ivns) a torture of separation, dreadful as the strokes of Malik (the
angel who giwrds hell), but under which, to my disgrace, I did not perish. 0 my two friends!
if \on help me not to support my affliction, you are no longer mine and I am no longer yours.
You counselled me to be indifferent and to forget (far), but you mentioned not the way to indif-
ference and forgetfulness. May the (spot where 1 Bussed my) days of love be watered by gush-
ing clouds, rising in the horizon each lime the rain clears off. (And yet we enjoyed) a life of
which we stole the pleasures in despite of the jealous spy who, fatigued with \\aking, sunk the
head to slumber.

The poem to which this passage belongs is of a considerable length. The hdfiz
Ibn Azakir (vol. II. p. 252) states, in his History of Damascus, that, in the
year 507 (A. D. 1113-4), the following observation was repeated to him by Abu
'1-Kasim Ali Ibn Ibrahim al-Alawi: " The emir Abu '1-Fityan Ibn Haiyus took me
" by the hand when we were at Aleppo and said: * You may give this verse as mine
" 'and say that it was composed on Sharaf ad-Dawlat Muslim Ibn Kuraish (7):

* Thou art he for whom euloginm is always ready (8), and whose veins flowed with gene-
" * rosity before they flowed with blood! >n